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or nothing, 

gnttr Bottom. 

Bot Where arethefe lads? Where are thefc harts? 

Qui„, Bottom, 6 moll couragious day ! O moft happy 

Matters,! am to difcourfe wonders: butasbeme 
not what. For if I tell you,! am not true Athenian. I will 
v tell you euery thing right as it fell our. 

Quin. Let vsheare/weete Bottom. , 

Jto' Not a word of mee. All that I will tell you,is , that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparrell together , good 
ftrings to your beardes, new ribands to yourpumpes, 
mcetc prefently at the palace, eucry manlooke orebispart. 

For, the fliort and the long is, our play is pre'erd, 'n any 

cafe let Tbifiy haue cleane linnen rand ler not him, that 
plaies the Lyon, pare his nailesslor they fliall hangout 
for the Lyons clawes. And moft dearc A&ors, eateno O- 
nions, nor garlicke ; for we are to vtccr fweete breath : and 
I do not doubt but to hear them fay,it is a fweete Comedy* 

No more wordes-.Away,go away. 

Enter Thelbus, Hyppolita, WPhiloflrate. 
uip, Tis ftrange,my Thefeus^that thefc louers fpeahe ofq 
T he. More ftraunge then true. 1 neuer may beleeuc 
Thefe antique fables, nor thefc Fairy toyes. 

Louers,and mad men haue fuch Teething braines. 

Such Ihaping phantafies,that apprehend more. 

Then code reafon euer comprehcnds.The lunatic k. 

The louer, and the Poet areofimaginationall compact. 
One fees more diuels,then vaft hell can holde: 

That is the mad man, The louer, all asfrantick. 

Sees Helens beauty in a brow of «y£gppt. 

The Poets eye, in a fine frenzy, rolIing,doth glance 
From heauen to eatth,from earth to heauen. And as 
Imagination bodies forth the formes of rhings . 




A Midlommer mgntes areame, 

Vnknowne : the Poets pennet urnes them to (hapes* 
Andeiuesto ayery nothing, a locall habitation, 

Anda name. Such trickes hath ft tong imagination. 

That ifit would but apprehend lome toy. 

It comprehends fome hunger ofthat loy. 

Or in the night, imagining tome learc, 

Howeafie is abulhluppoPdaBcare? 

H»p. But, all the ftory ofthe night told ouer. 

And all their mindstransfigur’dlo together, 
Morewitnefleth than fancies images. 

And growesto fomething ofgreat conttancys 

But i owfoeuer, ftrange and admirable. t . 

£ , ter Louer s\ Lyfander,Dcmcmus,HermiaW- 
Helena. 

eshe. h ere come the 1 oucis, full of ioy and mirth* 

Ioy,°entlcfriends > ioy and frelhdaies 

b °Thi' Comcnowrwhatmaskes, what daunces lhall wee 
To weare away this long age of three hours,betweenc 
Or after fupper, & bed-time? Where isourvfiiall manager 

Ofmirth?What Rcuels arc in hand?Is there no play. 

To cafe the anguilh of a torturing howerr Call Pbtlojlnttt* 
Pbiloflrate. f/ere mighty Tbefeus* 

Say, what abridgementhaue you for this euemngt 

Whatmaske,whatmuficke?How (hall we beguile 

The lazy tvme,ifnot with fome delight. 

^Phtlofl. There is abriefe,how rnanylpottsare c 
Make choyce,ofwhtch your Highncfle will fee firft* 
T/Sv.The battell with the ceKtauresiobc lung. 

By an AtbentanEw.uc\\e, to the Harpe? 

Weele none of thar.That haue I tolde my loue. 

In glory of my kiolman Hercules \ 

The ryot of the tipfie Bacbanals, Tea<= . 
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